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Cry out for trial, and from foreign tongues

Reproach cast on us that we cast off heed;

What should we do for shame if in this cause,

For doubt of one man's friends or of what power

Might stand behind to buckler him at need.

We durst not move, nor, though the world looked on,

Show but a face of justice ?

Cassilis.                             Must we set

Our judgments by the common tongue that strikes
And knows not what the hour is? or become
Thralls to the praise and bondmen to the blame
Of men by no tie blood-bound to our love,
To make our lives look in their foreign sight
Fair, lest they speak us evil ?   By my head,
No Scot I hold him, but a strange man's knave,
Whose spirit is shrunk or swollen by their breaths.

Argyk.   Well, let the votes be given, and each man's

doom

Affirm if in his true and equal mind
The charge be proven upon my lord or no.
How go the voices ?

Lindsay.                 By one half their dooms

The lords here of the jury speak him free
With clear acquittal of bloodguiltiness ;
One half is voiceless.

Argyk.                     He then is proclaimed

Of this high court not guilty, and the charge
On trial stands not good against him.   Sir,
The court upon this plea declares for you
You are found free of blood.